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miles in area. Standing upon the ridge in the
island you see, flowing in the valley on either side,
a stream of respectable dimensions. You would,
however, hardly feel inclined to say that you were
on an island. The Cauvery flows from the hill
country of Coorg and is a great river by the time
it reaches this part of Mysore. Here it meets
this eminence which forms the island of Sreeranga-
patam and breaks into two branches. Each branch
is a full and respectable-sized river. Flowing
apart for some three miles at a distance of over a
mile at the widest, the branches join again. The
river retains the name throughout and the branches
are also called by the same name.

This is a peculiarity in this great river.
Just as it branches at this point and goes around
an island and joins again, so further down at
two other points it forms islands. I do not
know that this is so but the people here say so.
As is usual with the people of this country, they
have made these islands holy places* On each
of these islands they have built a temple of the
God whom they call Ranganatha and made a
story that Cauvery is the wife of Ranganatha and
that Ranganatha is sleeping between her arms.
It is quite common for this population to do this
kind of thing. Poetically speaking, such talk is